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; TO ALL OUR EMIL FANS! 
i | WELCOME BACK TO YET 
|) ANOTHER EPIC 
| : (well sort of...kind of...maybe?) 
s EMIL ADVENTURE! 
4 We met yet again, on these 


| he. fe) distant sands of the needtotake [q) 


my duties as Emil’s editor more 
serious as the books are starting 
to sell and with more readership 
comes the grammar Nazis. 
They have swiftly descended 
down upon me with their long 


{brie ga 


8% 
“ 


‘ds pens of correction drawn and | 
ay dripping massive volumes of | 

Mm blood red correction ink. ny 
a 


rremereie pe SL 
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i 
Z| TO ALL OUR EMIL FANS! 
ai) Circling me, they do and in a cult 
er like chanting mantra about 
i dangling paragraphs and even 
. a more archaic English grammar 
i phraseology that died in the 
BS waning days of the British Raj 
F or back when people actually | 
: ey still read real books made of 
© —) PAPER, SPIT AND GLUE 


| must admit that will have laid 
total waste to the written 
English Language and | am the 
first to complain that Emil is 
incapable of writing a complete 
sentence in any language! 
But, if you shudder at our 
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TO ALL OUR EMIL FANS! 


wonton distaste for any rules or 
sentence order, you are 


NOT AN EMIL FAN? 


Emil writes in a spoken, 
conversational format that 
mirrors how Emil actually tells 
a story...as | always Say, 
“the fleas come with the dog!” 
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4 | MUST HAVE SAID SOMETHING FUNNY...? 
Z4 The Mission District has its 
é al own cast of interesting 
a ; r 
2 gr characters. There was this 
ij ‘i young girl who seemed lost in 
% a some complicated thought(s) 
ss 5 that surely did not factor on 
% * me staring at her...little-a-lone, 
? Fe trying my best to catch her eye 
es # and begging to figure out how 
Ay Ej | might be able to start a 


4) Hi 
‘A re conversation, an extended, 
z. Pe deep dialog about San 

Bs By Francisco’s Mass Transit... 
5 fe 

’ 5 Well...you know 


| had to start somewhere 
ze ) And like, were we already | 
; on the bus... 
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| MUST HAVE SAID SOMETHING FUNNY...? 


Maybe, something clever or 
a quote from Frank Zappa 


OR BETTER... 


Yet, maybe... 

THE OLD MAN HIMSELF 
What would Hunter say? 
That threw me and | had 
to chuckle...1 knew what 

Hunter would say...but, this 
ain’t the Fillmore and this 

was surely not 1967. 
Although, she did have that 
cultist, Bohemian look to her 
and even though | was much 
older than her...there was 
something that drew me 


| MUST HAVE SAID SOMETHING FUNNY...? 


to stare and to act as if | was 


4 fifteen and about to ask her 
Es out for my very first date... 
zi Courage, with the opposite 
7 a sex has never been my strong 
iS point and to be truthful, 
*) | have not really had that much 
Ee experience to fall back upon... 
ey | always came across as too 
“i much a working class bloke... 
ie | like that image... 
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KIND OF ENGLISH? 


What you think? 
This debate amongst my fears 
of rejection mixed with the 
stupidest of my resurgent 
hesitation of the inner fifteen 
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| | MUST HAVE SAID SOMETHING FUNNY...? 

Z4 year old kid (inside me) that 

ai) seized control of my ability to 

er start a conversation with the 

ti interesting person sitting next 
a to me and then, total blending 

i into some weird, internal focus 

si group...seems | was having 

a flashback to last week’s 
episode of Mad Men...even 


MELA ws *¢ ° 
ee Free 


though | didn’t see it... 


DON’T HAVE HBO... 


Finally, as we were reaching 
my stop...| fully abandoned all 
hope of kind fate or chance 
luck going to bat for my love 
connection...understanding 
that it was now like totally on 
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E| lurch to stop; | looked her 
‘i dead in the eyes and 

: Lit proceeded to make some 

A randomly lame comment on 
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| MUST HAVE SAID SOMETHING FUNNY...? 


me (alone) to summons up all 
of my courage and as the bus 


| the Transit Authority and how ? 
F; “NICE THE BUSES WERE” 

Ey So much for the old, cool dude 

4 who used to quote Frank 


Zappa, Bill Cosby 
(Originally wrote this long 
before the ME2 Movement 
took Billy down for 10 -20 
years prison, hard time) 
or even the old man Hunter... 
and make you believe that 
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| MUST HAVE SAID SOMETHING FUNNY...? 


it was an original thought 


SAD...PIT-E-FULL! 


What can | say...besides 
something stupid and lame... 


“BUSES ARE NICE” 


What was | thinking? 
As the bus slid to a stop, she 
turned her head towards me, 
quickly sizing me over and 
then, leaned in closer and 
whispered into my ear... 
“| have mace, you old @!@ 
| quickly got up and got off 
the bus...Damn! | forgot my 
transfer ticket! Excuse me: 


WHERE AM I?” 
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et It was so cold that | hardly felt 
: e that | was being beaten by 

oy a group of angry Eskimos 

i (Greyline Tours) and | had 


re 


hardly taken notice that they 


as planned to beat me and 

wy ‘ 
A purposely leave me lying out 
e pS 


ON THE EARLY MORNING 
sidewalk...as a warning to any 
other Liberal Swine who might 
dare to talk bad of Little Sister 

VP Camillo even if | was only 

quoting what Grand Pappy 
Byden had said about her... 
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ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


| DAY TWo 
cur 5 Bs 

fl E 

i i Immediately upon the first 
¥ 7 es blows, | sprang into action and 
i Ss my natural Navaho instincts 
a) at took over as | fell to the ! 
es A he 

Fr ground, in a fetal position, 
Re 8 while screaming and pleading 
* a “ , » 
a | DON’T KILL ME! 

a Luckily, they hit me with an 
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Eskimo Pie and seeing that 
| hadn’t eaten breakfast, there 
was some good that came otf it. 


: So started “Day Two” of our 
i informal alley surfing through 
‘ the Mission District and as 
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ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


DAY TWO 


| looked up, | saw this billboard 
advertising something that 
| could not begin to figure out 
seeing that there was no 
narrative or any sales pitch... 
None of the locals hanging up 


on the corner could share any 
light on this but they were 
friendly and offered me a sip 
of their ripple wine to fight of 
the shutters that now racked 


MY FROZEN BODY 


After a long conversation with 
the locals and an occasional 
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ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


DAY TWO 


trip across the street to the 

open store for yet another 
bottle of thunderbird... 

that is some wicked stuff... 


PURE ALCOHOL... 


industrial strength... 

It surely take no prisoners 
and not even the facade of 
a prentice to have a taste of 

anything but rubbing alcohol 
or lighter fluid. 
It warmed ya up and by the 
second bottle we were old 
buddies with our local hosts 
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ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


DAY TWO 


AND WE WERE DEEP 


into discovering the inner, 
the secret meaning to the 
billboard and we decided 
that we might need to form | 
some kind of focus group 
to study the billboard before 
we could form a coconscious... 
they offered to take up us up 
to the mission to geta 


tor 


ONTENTS 
nowt Ee 


a4 LATE BREAKFAST... 
aa It sounded good but, we had 
7 


a full day of alley surfing that 
we needed to get done 
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ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


DAY TWO 


— as our time in San Francisco 
was limited...yet, it was hard to 
turn down a free breakfast but 


WE WERE DEDICATED 


Sometime around lunch time, 
down at the mission’s soup 
kitchen, we reunited with the 
local friends that we had made 
this the afternoon nap under 
a tree in the park... 

OLD WORLD TRADITION 
Hey, this is the Mission District! 
Right behind a neighborhood 
shop...we found yet another 


1 | 
af ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 
7 i] DAY TWO 
eH Fr ; , 
iJ ‘i mural, here was a chronicle, 
¥ 7 a the cultural, social history of 
i oh San Francisco from the 1960’s 
By) Bd to present...with each panel 
2 Fe representing a separate decade 
es } a from the time when the likes of 
4 S “a the Grateful Dead, Moby Grape 
Fi | and even Grace Slick haunted 
a ee the avenues of the Mission 
eI a a District as the Rock-n-Rolla 
: @ °°) GODS AND GODDESS 
5 gy that they were. 
a a As we started our time 

4 passage, there, at the end of 
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ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


DAY TWO 


the alley, was a young guy in 
a cheap suit and he was taking 
pictures of the other murals 


IN THE ALLEY 


Immediately, | felt thrown into 
the blender of a so-so episode 
of “The Twilight Zone.” 
an episode that may well test 
my often quoted commitments 
to assuming, the mantel, and 
stewardship of these swiftly 
fading folk treasures. 
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ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


DAY TWO 
FLASHBACK 


It was utterly eerie... 

Our conversation with the 
home owner from earlier in the 
morning seemed to be playing 

on an endless loop...or was it 
that everyone had the same 
issue with this youngster from 
the Housing Authority? 


“IS THAT HIM?” 


| called out to the home owner 
but as | turned to geta 


a 


ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


DAY TWO 


confirmation, they were 
gone...they had vanished, they 
had disappeared or had they 
made a mad rush back to the 
safety of their home...in record, 
world-class time if | dare 


SAY SO MYSELF 


Was he on another scouting 
mission to destroy yet another 
alley of great folk and 


CULTURAL ART? 


Even though we were 


eT CC Ae CA 


= (E) 
~~" 


Po eae Bers? OrE™ AEE E AS SORES 3? fod SEY. eT ARETE 
edhe «hig tS ERECT, Fay MOR eae ee Bhd EES eS eS tee ese . - 


ONE 
, Hedy i) Be 


—— Se 
gary alate Se cial 
aa ats (th « 


rremeremeps sp 


AE te 


\< nt 
Bigs Co Sa 


alas 


o<- 
g TING) He ate Le 
Se H : 


ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


] DAY TWO 
#: 
Hi 
uf technically tourists, 
E WE FELT THE BOND 
Be We had forged a connection 
=A this morning with the locals 
fy HAD WE NOT? 
+ Didn’t this make us honorary 
; : neighbors? 
Oe Were we not “Artists” 


(at least in our own minds?) 


‘)) WELL...SEE... 


Remember, wasn’t it me that 


ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


DAY TWO 


had said there was too much 
at stake and we must not just 
stand by and let some 
government gangster make 
a name for him with the 
destruction of yet another 


— - 


alley of world class folk art. 
Upon hearing my rallying cry, 
we all stashed our expensive 


NIKON CAMERAS 


in our backpacks and 
remembering back to our 
younger days as political street 
fighters (actually we were 
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ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


DAY TWO 


THOSE LIBERAL TUGS 


who enjoyed beating up rich 
republican youngsters and 
taking their expensive wrist 

watches to the pawn shop... 


CAN | SAY THAT? 


The editor checked and the 
status of limitations has long 
expired on our deeds and 
adventures to help end the war 
in Vietnam - one pawned 
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ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


DAY TWO 


Immediately, the old routines 
kicked in as we took off our 
watches, took off any jewelry 
and stashed it all in the safety 
of our front pants pockets... 
Our wallet didn’t go into our 
front pockets, rather they were 
stashed inside our socks as we 
knew that the cops would 
always go through your pockets 
to find some ID but, never did 
one take a look in my socks... 
We walked down the Alley and 
up toward the guy in the suit 


ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


é ‘) DAY TWO 
Re 2: 
Fi FF 
id i ii) and send him packing? 
et Fall upon him like the Goddess 


Kali (lam the destroyer of 


RR Oa Gs 
“nn 


Bd worlds) wielding our bloody 

Fr swords (honestly, it was a rusty 
} ey pocket knife that | got back in 
ee the day before | was kicked 


out of the Cub Scouts for being 
we a communist) and thus saving 
the folk art of the 


MISSION DISTRICT? 


Would we exchange 
pleasantries and vigorously 
urge him through reason to 


a ee 
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PE 
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change his misguided ways? 
The guy in the suit was slow to 
sense the angry mob of liberal, 
artists descending down upon 
him; so, we caught him off 
guard and startled him as he 
finally turned to see us 
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SURROUNDING HIM 
You could see the panic in his 
eyes as we stood blocking his 

escape back up to the 
SAFETY OF THE STREET 


“What are you doing here?” 
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ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


i] DAY TWO 
5 
EF | | , 
at | snarled out to him with an 
a evil frown that | had perfected 
Ss back in my street fighting 

*) days...and that always reduced 
F those Republican Youth for 
yo 


Nixon to sobbing tears and 
pleas to not hurt them... 
Hey...it was working here and 
| felt proud that | had not lost 
my touch and was still able 
to put the fear into this 
government gangster 


7% 


ee, 


i and well-known 
DESTROYER OF THE ART 
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‘i Before | could get into my full 

a. street fighter routine, the guy 
eh in the suit fell to the ground, 
ai 


assuming a fetal position and 
started pleading and crying 
at us not to kill him. 


WAIT! 


What was this? 
He wasn’t the gangster from 
the Housing Authority... 


WAS HE? 
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ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


i) DAY TWO 


zi] He was folding too quickly... 

: a a government gangster would 
S have, at least, threatened 
*) us with jail, prison unless 
Fe we backed off. 

y SO WHAT WAS THIS? 

: bal Who was this guy? 


| asked him again, in a less 


THREATENING TONE 


“Who are you and what are 
you doing in our alley (gave it 


5 a 
wi ees 


ct that personal touch...pretty 
ay good, UHH?)?” 
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) DAY TWO 


ti Wiping away tears, he told 

, a us that he was from Reno and 
Ss he was on the Greyline Tour 
si when he saw the beautiful 


tf 


murals and wants to document 
them for his four kids 


BACK HOME IN RENO 
Opposes!!! 

Quickly, we lifted him to his 
feet, dusted him and his 
camera off and everyone 

followed my lead as 
| pretended that we were 


« 
mia? 


~ ME EATS gy 
= Be 
Or A Tick 


abet, 
ra 


ni bOR 


talad 


Sat Cee 


ee ee 


JOTI ae he 
ae 


Aap 


ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


DAY TWO 


a local, traveling drama group 
and that he had just had the 
honor of being in one of our 

mobile, urban street play: 
“Hey! What are you doing in 
my alley?” 

Then | quickly and smartly 
added for the sake of true 
urban reality speak: 

“No need to pay us...we are 
paid by the chamber of 
commerce” 
| told him that it was our goal 
to give him a realistic glimpse 
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ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT: 


DAY TWO 


into the District’s urban, gritty 
past while helping 


PROMOTE TOURISM 


He was smiling as he walked 
back to his tour bus... 


SO, NO HARM DONE 


And more importantly if for 
only keeping the tour on 
schedule...none of us were 
going to spend the night in jail! 


‘ 

‘ 

t 

é' 

b a A 
oy a 
i 

Fl 

cc 

7] 


CET ee CE Ao as 


wes ere 
sat res 


ide SECS 


- 2 eg sre 
=, SS fort) ~ 
eS ESTP Ng ET TS 
se . x - 5 ets — — se at ee STS 
LA re ao PORE tae a aa 


a a 
| 


ae | ae 


ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT 


LITTLE DOUBT 


| have seen this guy hanging 
out, down over at the Mission’s 
Soup Kitchen or was he one of 
the guys who introduced us to 
Thunderbird with a Boones 
Farms chaser the other day? 
Man...l am still smarting from 


that experience. 
| swear my liver and my kidneys 
really did shut down in protest 
to the lighter fluid that | was 
forcing upon them. 


OH WELL! 
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Wart wa 
ea — 


FH Hey...Maybe, this guy 
SH 

ei) IS FAMOUS? 
ES Maybe he is wanted 


pe BY INTERPOL? 
MAYBE...MAYBE...MAYBE? 
| hear you mumble and look 
at me with that evil stare that 
is meant for me to shut up and 
to get back on the task at hand. 
“But...isn’t this our task as 
Urban Explorers?” 
| kindly responded in 
a pleasant scream of 
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ALLEY SURFING IN THE DISTRICT 


LITTLE DOUBT 


displeasure at your demand 
for me to shut up. 
“There you go again!” 
YOU SAID AND TURNED 
to walk away. 
Yes...| know that | promised 
to stop playing that stupid kid’s 


game that | was 


PLAYING ON THE BUS 


“But...don’t you...aren’t you 
interested in who this is... ?” 
| pleaded with you as | tried to 
encourage and usher you back 
to the storefront gallery of 
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LITTLE DOUBT 


second hand, donated and 


FADED ART 


Maybe; he has his picture 
up on the wall over in 
the post Office too? 


(SORRY!!!) 


This wasn’t a wall mural but, 
a painting that was showcased 
in a window display of the 
Army of the Salvation’s store 
of thrift...there over in the 
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sf 


; 'f) LITTLE DOUBT 

ie FF corner of the window’s display! 
| | = 

i} SEE IT? 

as) al Right behind that very tasteful, 
Rai 
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| haven’t seen this good of a 
black velvet Matador since 
the late 1960’s... 


SEE IT NOW? 


ee 


tie 


ety | 


3. 


ag 
~ bev, ¢ ns . 
E /orke eater’ Bek 
4 FA wea oe 


Ni Sevens STP 


Right by the classic poster of 
the dogs playing poker...this 
f shop was a local, bargain store 
i that specializes in second hand 
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goods and an occasion 


TREASURE OR TWO 


Against everyone’s wishes, 

| went in to the store and slyly 
asked the clerk at the cash 
register about the picture. 

| don’t know if the store’s clerk 
was having a bad day or if 


he gets a lot of tourists asking 
him about the person in 


THE PAINTING? 


And of course... 
| had to make a scene about 
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the guy’s rudeness and then 
| started to tell him that | was 


(WINK...WINK) 


the neighborhood’s most 


FEARED PERSON... 


“Yes |am from the 
Housing Authority” 
and...citizen, unless, you 
answer my question... 
Right NOW! 


DIRECTLY... 


| will have my civil servant, 
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painting crew down here and 
| will have them paint your 


DISPLAY WINDOW... 


in a heartbeat, | will... 


Trust me! 


Now answer my question! Who 
is in that picture? Is it a local? 
A TERRORIST, | THINK?” 
(Government Gangsters always 
use words like this...Hey! | saw 
it on Matlock!) 

Later, after we worked our way 
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through all of your 
“My God! What were you 
thinking?” 


| SMILED RECALLING 


“Remembered how the blood 
drained from the rude clerk’s 
face and did you see him 
shaking as he pulled the 
donation records for 
the painting?” 

Seems that the picture was 
dropped off at the donation 
bin over by the alley and even 
though he offered me the 
painting at his employee 


discount | had to decline... 
“That would be corruption!!!” 
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painting at his employee 
discount | had to decline... 
“That would be corruption!!!” 
| told him as walked 


OUT THE DOOR 
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DAY THREE: 


The Adventure Still Continues 


~~. 


Ba 2 


i A less eventful start to the 
= morning as the hotel had the 
Bd heat working and the shower 
Fe water was kind of warm 
ue but, the shower curtain was 

anything but that and we 


succeeded to flooding the 
bathroom which was 


(1 AM SURE) 
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Yaa a joy to the people 
Yaa in the room below... 
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DAY THREE: 


The Adventure Still Continues 
waking up to 


A DIPPING CEILING 


Otherwise, we were ready to 
greet yet another day of alley 
surfing here in the 


MISSION DISTRICT 


Right outside the double door 
from the lobby out to the 
parking lot...off to the corner 
of my eyes was what 
resembled an Aztec Temple 
Wall glimmering in the red, 
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(I) DAY THREE: 
b4 
zi The Adventure Still Continues 
: it strong rays of the sun dawning 
a on the late, great, waning days 
BS of a doomed Krypton. 
FF Being accused by the hotel 
a staff to urban explorers that i 
they believed us to be, f 


7% 


ee, 


| announced that we will 
(at first) be working our away 
around the parked cars and 
scaled the retaining wall the 
prevented direct access to 


i) THE AZTEC WALL 
i The mural was clearly Aztec by 
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DAY THREE: 


i 
zi The Adventure Still Continues 
: a its outward design as it 
S was Cluttered with an 


Be overwhelming vision of, it was 


Ee very much the traditional Aztec 
eS Theme in the retelling of the 


grand mythologies of their 
greatest god, Quetzalcoatl. 


( QUETZALCOATL 


| will never understand as he 
was like this old, white dude 
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sits 
ee Gee 


rr with a beard...rarely if ever 
seen walking through a market 
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Ff We a Ay | | 5 The Adventure Still Continues 
is | ye ; | sem | 

2 | Be. square anywhere in Central 
= | | America...well, that was until 


Cortez showed up on the 
beach one day and showed the 
world how batshit crazy he 
really was by burning his boats 
and then marching his small 
band of not so merry men 


INLAND... 


Personally, | believe that in fact 
the whole myth of Quetzalcoatl 
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Fr ° 
i The Adventure Still Continues 
? a was created by none other 
oH than Cortez’s advance and 
BS marketing men to not justify ! 
EF the coming slaughter, his being 
: Ey raised to godship status and his 
4 right to claim the land and all 
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of its great treasures... 
How many Aztecs were there 
left to challenge his story when 
even all of the temple statues 
were a dead ringer for him? 
The mural was out of place 
here in San Francisco as the 
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What gives here? 


: (=) DAY THREE: 
ey x; The Adventure Still Continues 
x i main theme echoed the 2008 
s E battle cry of yet another great, 
sy) Ba happy warrior, Grand Paddy 
2 Fe McCain and his sidekick, 
a = LITTLE SISTER SARA... 
: bs He cried... 

3 “...BUILD that Damn Wall!” 
sa | a This is a theme that seems 
* , e closer at home in East Los 

Se Y ae Angeles than it would 
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z The Adventure Still Continues 
, Then, again, the Mission 

a District is all about the 

Be passages of immigrants and 

FF their ragged pathway to 

: 

/) ABETTER LIFE 
re So, why couldn’t we have 

Ps refugees, immigrants from 
a East Los Angeles flooding 
ee) 
a into the district...? 

a RIGHT NOW...ILLEGALLY? 


But, who is the dude with the 
ray ban aviator sunglasses and 
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The Adventure Still Continues 


why is he on the American side 


OF THE FENCE? 


In fact, upon a closer look, 
they all are? 


MUM? INTERESTING? 
Has anyone called and told 
Little Sister Sara about this? 

We have 
removed Little Sister Sara’s 

Palin’s home phone number 
here...Shame on you Emil! 
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i ii The Adventure Still Continues 

¥ 3 i | just thought she would like 

A f to know and | can’t call... 

e x as there is that small issue 

2 Fe of the restraining order which 

: : ee includes my inability to call 

ie Ej her (especially collect calls) 

is ‘ and from making any more 

2 te 1-800 phone calls to 

Ba ee PREACHER ORAL ROBERTS 

so a Long story that both seem to 

¢ ek be rather humorous tales, 

Me a here in these latter days! | 

' | + Is it my fault that they can’t . 
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E The Adventure Still Continues 
ot 


Cod 


take a joke or see the perfect 
sense of using those 
conversations to make 
a brilliant sound board? 
lam prevented from 


RIGHTFULLY BEING 


the new conservative Paul 
Revere, in raising the red flag 
of warning to what could be 
the greatest, is this the massive 
: illegal invasion that she so 
j predicted back in her heydays, 
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+ i; The Adventure Still Continues 
® : . Will you all call and tell 

ig ei LITTLE SISTER SARA!?! 
» a Sara, they have made it has far 
b 43 as the Mission District! 

i e LET IT NOT BE ASKED 


Sess 
ie 


oie 
fet) = oe Bs, 


“Where were you and the First 
Dude when the Mission District 
was lost?” 

Where you sitting on the 
rooftop with your chilled 
Moosehead, long-necks 
(another twelve pack if you 
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a4 that we stole the whole state 
| of California from them...they 
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don’t mind now, please?) 
and trying to see if you could 


Tai 


had title deed...they possessed 
all the proper paperwork to 

prove their proper ownership — 

so much that even the Russians 


EE accepted it as proof of 
vi ownership...and they stayed up 
ial north, in what was to become 
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5; The Adventure Still Continues 
: e north, in what was to become 

st 

-| Oregon jf 
meet ; 
Yes! It is also true that it has | 
F bs | been a long time since we 


(America) made any 
payments...not a single rent 
check was ever forwarded to 

the Mexican Government. 
| am guessing that after all of 
these years, their bill collectors 
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Ef) 

Pe The Adventure Still Continues 
tal got tired of not being able to 


Tair 


raise an answer to their 

numerous calls, seems that 
they couldn’t get through to 
the actual US Government... 
maybe, it was due to all those 

government shut downs... 

Did you guys remember to pay 
the phone bill the Ma Bell at 
AT&T or was it just that none 
of you congressional people, 
eg that none of you... 
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The Adventure Still Continues 


SPEAKEE SPANISH? 


other than Taco Bell? | 
Or once you knew that you if 
were talking to a bill collector, | 
you pretended not to....that is 
always good until they get 
someone calling that 
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Be | am sure that in the 150 plus 
| BE i years, you guys got creative... 


“America? They moved! 


They pulled out in the middle 
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DAY THREE: 


The Adventure Still Continues 


of night...stiffed me too! 
If you find them, give me 
a call... Thanks!” 

Really, you must have figured, 
now in our 
COLLECTIVE RETROSPECT 
Yes, Little Sister Sara...!!! 
We should have figured that 
this day was coming (don’t pay 
the bill for over 150 years) and 
it becomes crystal clear that we 
were living here in the South- 
West on 150 plus years solely 
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DAY THREE: 


The Adventure Still Continues 


on borrowed time and it now 
seems so clear that it was only 
a matter of time before they 
would just come north to 
repossess the state for 


NONE PAYMENT 


So, hey! Yo! 
You congressional people... 
You talked to them on 


THE PHONE? 


Didn’t you? 
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i The Adventure Still Continues 
7 a So, what are we talking about? 
2 Is this a rental eviction or an 
ei actual foreclosure? 


are 
wate 


Does this mean that we are 
going to need to 


PACK AND MOVE? 


Are they gonna 
CHANGE OUR LOCKS? 


America...Shame on ya!!!! 


DUDES! 
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i The Adventure Still Continues 
: e This is gonna kill your credit 
a score and who knows who will 
i be next to get on this 


re 


i) BAND WAGON? 
ri Will Russia show up with a St. 
a Petersburg, Municipal Court 


Order to take back our dear 
Little Sister Sara’s great 


STATE OF ALASKA? 


Is this the next domino to fall? 
. Fearfully, | am pondering... 
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DAY THREE: 


The Adventure Still Continues 


Oh...the humanity of it all! 
Please be advised, Little Sister 
Sara we have taken pictures 
of their mural to show you 
that is a serious threat that 


WE NOW FACE... 


We are sending them up to 
your office by priority 
mail...should get them in 
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EF 

zi The Adventure Still Continues 
7 i Dude will move on promptly 
i on this and mobilize the 

Be First Dude Brigade before the 
* sheriff shows up and puts us 
cm 


SS 


OUT IN THE STREET 


Or they might actual forcibly 
deport us to Nevada...and as 

| very well know those little 

Mormon Communities over 
there and how they really feel 
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: DAY THREE: 
¥ 
ii The Adventure Still Continues 
: Lit not sure how welcome we will 
a be and now add to the mix that 
iy we are now 
a3 ECONOMIC REFUGEES 
: flooding their state with little 
? or no resources other than the 


ee, 


hand luggage we had brought 
with us and no jobs... 


| CAN ALREADY SEE 


refugee camps cropping up 


; across the desert wastelands 
' outside of Vegas...or maybe 
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The Adventure Still Continues 


ee they will just decide to reopen 


the Japanese Resettlement 
Camps that populated the 
desert scenery, here in 


WORLD WAR 2 


If we are allowed to stay 


LONGER TERM? 


So we are surly hoping that, 
unlike when we were kids...and 
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: we whistled as we pass this 
i mural of the American Credit 
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The Adventure Still Continues 


grave yard...we pray that you 
and your legion of Facebook 
followers will put down those 
Mooseheads and spring 
to our defense... 


A FEW BUCKS 


to help with moving costs, 
if nothing else, would be 
deeply appreciated... 
Sara, could we all just come up 
and immigrate to Alaska? 
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4 sf 
J a: COULD WE FIND WORK? 
A is I’m willing to wash dishes! | 
» bs Will you accept a reverse-the- , 
¥ * fees phone call as my cell | 
: 2 Ay phone isn’t working and the 
ia cs <. | operator only speaks 
Re) ed 
: =) SPANISH...? 
a “Deliver us further down the 
ek road...Little Sister Sara?” 
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EDITOR NOTE: 


As aresponsible publisher, 
WWWG wishes to express that 
Emil’s claim of the immediate, 

impending evacuation of the 


Ger 
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ees 


state of California and likewise, 
Emil’s encouragement of 
massive, illegal immigration 
(regardless that it seems that 
the immigrants would be 
fellow Americans) to Alaska... 
SEEMS TO BE A FELONY 
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i) EDITOR NOTE: 
si in the state of Alaska or so 


‘t 


Governor’s Palin’s Office 
confirmed to us in a series 
of rather heated and angry 

phone calls to WWWG’s main 
offices (here in Singapore) 
which warned us to never 
think of taking a Caravel Cruise 
to Alaska...or we would 
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EDITOR NOTE: 


confirmed that under the 2005 
Joe Vogler Act, anyone who 
promoted the unauthorized 
immigration to Alaska can be 
legally drawn in quarters and 
fed to the rabbet caribous... 
As such, we will merely add 

here and now that Emil’s views 
politically, environmentally or 

even if Emil is quoting the 
Weather Channel about 
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‘i The Adventure Still Continues 
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[EDITOR NOTE: 
Bd tomorrow’s weather, this is not ’ 
Ee representative of WWWG’s 
ae Editorial Standards as are 
J governed under the Corporate 
| Responsibility laws here in 
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Singapore and have a lick of 


COMMON SENSE 


Thank you! 
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“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
The world has we have grown 
so fond of has started to show 
it’s age, the stresses and strains 
have warped us to the point 
that we were caught 
unprepared, unwilling to admit 
that the world as we knew it 
had just burped while we 
desperately tried our best to 
ignore a mention, the slightest 
tingle of ill feelings as we were 
forced to whimper and 


LIMP OFF THE STAGE... 
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“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
No second show for most of us 
was even offered or optioned 
y . 3 as the managers torn up our 
AN GA contracts as the motioned 
: et us out through the back door... 


.) 1 : 
Ni ae”: “No need to scare the squares, 


| remember Sara Conner 


ONCE SAID THAT 


“No future...that we didn’t make 
for ourselves...” 
Thinking through that notion in 
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“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
the blithefully, cold hours that 
always seem to be hanging out 
here before the sun wakes up 
the coming day and scatters the 
mild, wishful illusion that with 


climate change, we might be 

living in some future temperate 
zone with the first, mighty 
bursts of all it’s cosmic 

showboating of the power to 

shine the light of truth(s) that 
we screwed up the future even 
before we could dare to cast off 
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“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 


the chains of the past that 
we So desire to 


HOLD EVER SO CLOSE 
What does this have to 


do with this book? 
What does this mean at all? 


SECRET MESSAGES HERE? 
As the evil fowl, the leader of 
WWWG’s most vile cadre of 
socialist (Communist) 
accountants, Mister Chucky 
Charles, would gleefully say to 
the crowd gathered along the 
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“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
Street-Side while trying his best 
to hold his delight in some 
check; as he shouts out ... 
“Nothing to see here... 
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move along! 
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“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 


home, San Paulo... 


AND...YES | DID! 


You know me well by now! 
| did write over 100 pages of the 
viral hurricane that is about to 
sweep over and forever change 
the world as we have known it 
to due to the greed, corruption 
and money power of the 
Gangsters that killed off the 
very last virtue of Mao’s Dream 
and to the fact that a demon 
virus will weed the human herd 


“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 


by up to a billion innocent 
people by this time 


NEXT YEAR OR SO 


| wrote it with much power of 
common sense reasoning and 


warning(s) but, | was laughed 
out of my local Starbucks, told 
to take my tinfoil hat and my 
fake news out to the street and 
dismissed as a kook. | begged to 
their reason that 
“just because you can’t see the 
hurricane doesn’t mean that it 
doesn’t exist...” 
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“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
It was if we were on the Titanic 
and you all were endless chit- 
chatting about all the things 
that you were going to do when 
WE DOCKED IN NEW YORK 
— even as the cold waters of 


the Atlantic Ocean nipped 
and tugged at your ankles... 


NO ONE IS LISTENING 
No one wanted to believe... 
“The Gov’t has got this and they 
will keep us safe...” 
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“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 


SURE, BUBBA! 


Just like they did in 


NEW ORLEANS??? 


| pleaded don’t panic! 


lam not saying that you need to 
pack up and head for the hills 
(mostly because neither would 
save you from this coming 
demon plague) 
...What | am kindly suggesting is 
that you pay attention, realize 
that the gov’t is telling you 
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“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
a cruel lie that they got this and 
prepare yourself with a month’s 
extra food, water and 
(especially) medicines before 
the panic sets in like in Korea, 
Japan and the demon is 
knocking door-to-door in your 
neighborhood and all you can 


THINK ABOUT IS 


“ That @S@%%& Emil 
|” 


was right after all!!! 
Regardless of my best intentions 
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“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT...” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
and motives, WWWG still holds 
onto that fleeting dream of 
doing business in China and 
ceruminous burned my 
manuscript as not to make the 
Chinese CCP mad... 


GO FIGURE??? 


My past book on San Paulo was 
done back in about 2008 and 
| thought with all the coming 
sea changes on the horizon; 
thought that it might be time 
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“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 


to see if Thomas Wolfe 
was truly correct in that 
“you can never go home!” 
Tom’s notion has, in general 
terms, always held true and 
| have found that it was 
destructive to venture and 
tempt that the changes would 
forever erase even the most 
deeply held and fondness of 
remembered memories. 


BUT...WHO AM I... 


If lam not that rude dog, the 


“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
destroyer of our treasured 
illusioned dreams...the hunter 
of truth-in-marketing and 


LIKE A TOTAL JERK 


in the art of 
“| told ya so!” 


| must admit that when it is my 
own memories that | subject to 
this nasty side of my nature; it 
is not pretty or insightful other 
than to agree with the 


VAST MAJORITY 


“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
“Yes! !ama like a total jerk!” 
| should never have come 
back...as how it is now floods 
out and completely, it utterly 
washes away many found 
memories that | just realized are 
now gone...wipe clean out of 
the gray matter of what remains 
of my aging brain. 


SAN PAULO 


In 2008, the entire city was in 
the middle of an artist explosion 


oe 


“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 


and every free wall was brightly 
colored in impressive urban 
street art that was profound 
and many times just 


DOWN-RIGHT FUNNY 


It was well worth the trip to just 
walk the alleys and byways to 
take in the great expression 
of modern, urban art... 


| AM THE FIRST 


to tell you that honest truth 
that 12-years passing does 
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“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 


make a difference, changes 
both little and humongous; 
there is 


MUCH TO DIGEST 


Almost too much to filter... 


and it may will take a great deal 
of time to come to grasp with. 
My first little house out in 
a furlong barrio on what had 
been the edge of San Paulo... 
| had for 12-years held it ‘s 
vision close to the deepest 


“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
recesses of my heart as a nice 
house in a quite working class 
neighborhood where there was 
an air of friendliness and 
inclusion regardless who where 
you once came or even, 


whoever you might have been 
before you got there. 


| REMEMBER 


The old man telling me as we 
played cards at the little 
coffeeshop down on the corner 


“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
(next to the bus stop) ... 
“Only the NOW matters, son! 
It is who you are NOW and 
what you do NOW that 
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matters to us! 


IT WAS TRUE! 


They were all good to 


THEIR WORD! 


No one cared as they said ... 
“We all have a past but my 
friend, that is just that...it was in 


“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
the past! Forget that 
and let’s move on...” 
| felt so at home that | would 
tell people that this was my 
home whenever | was asked 


BY OUTSIDERS 


“Where ya from, Bubba?” 
This was home and we all were 
connected by the NOW... 


THAT WAS THEN 


and now 12-years has brought 


“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
many not necessarily good 
changes to both my little home, 
the community and all of its 
former denizens were scattered 
to the four-winds as the 
building boom stripped the 
surrounding hillsides into 
luxurious condos, gated 
pleasure dome communities 
of the rich and maybe, 


FAMOUS TOO 


My former home was now part 


“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
of a condo parking garage and 
the rent-a-cops urged me to 
just keep on moving on... 
“You don’t belong here, 
friend...Move along NOW!” 


NOTHING REMAINED 


Not even in the purest interest 
of history of the community... 
| guess there is still a distorted 
truth of what my neighbors and 
friends once taught me about 
the need to live in the NOW... 
The NOW here belonged to a 
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“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 


different cut of people who 

were concerned, they were 
consumed by knowing who you 
are, what you have done and as 


THE RENT-A-COPS 


(at the garage) explained... 


“It is an indication of what 
you will do and allow us 
the time to determine in 

how to deal with you!” 


The once fabulous, urban 
murals are faded, tattered or 


“AND IF YOU BELIEVE THAT....” 
Dateline: Deep in the belly of Yangon... 
just plain gone in this new 
Fascist Age of Corporate San 
Paulo who has left the great 
urban art to rust or be painted 
over by the bland, conservative 
colors that reflect better 
their new NOW... 


| SHED A TEAR 


In memory of their passing! 
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GREETING EMIL READERS! 
“There comes a time when the winds of change start to blow and the 
earth shakes out of control...” 
| think Bob Dylan wrote that and with even a slight glance at the 
evening news proves this to be yet true, | believe even more than 
it did way back then. 

Sometimes, the world seems to have gone mad and luckily for Emil... 


HE IS AT HOME! 


A month ago, Emil approached us about going to Kiev. 


WHY KIEV? 


It was commonly assumed here (at WWWG) that it must be for the 
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GREETING EMIL READERS! 


chicken and more so, the bootleg, homebrewed, bathtub vodka that 
Emil was always praising next to North Carolina’s finest moonshine 
whiskey as one of the greatest achievement of man. 
At first, there was the cost of such a trip, the endless paperwork 
needed for a visa and the fact that the country is still at war but, the 
fact that Emil might go blind drinking homemade vodka, this won 


over even Emil’s harshest critic (Mister Charles... WWWG’s primo 
accountant), how was | to say “NO!” and | didn’t. 
So here is the end result...we hope that you will not ask for a refund! 
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“SO, YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 
“So, you want to be a gangster, huh?” 
The waitress said with a stern, solid stares that one sees right before 
the start of a serious street fight and it threw me off balance. 


“| AM A TERRIBLE TIPPER” 


| thought and it is true that | am cheap but, it is not by nature but out of 
economic necessity due to the sad fact that on the meager advance 


that WWWG gives me, it comes down to paying the dinner bill or giving 
in to the better angels of my nature and leaving a most generous tip. 


“SO YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 


She said again with less a sense of patience than she had the first time 
and | was still at a lost on how to answer her question, was it an offer, a 
local form of an after-dinner invitation, it was still a rather random and 
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“SO, YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 
odd sort of offer that was unknown to me. 


WAS IT A CODE? 


Or...was it merely an observation. 
With so many different options, | frozen and was seriously lost for 
anything that might be even a very reasonable response other than... 


“UHH???” 


That was the only possible answer that | could quickly raise out of my 
current state of drunken confusion, from a mind quite late into the 
curve of a powerful bender that | had started much earlier in the day. 
“Kiev was always full of gangsters!” 
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“SO, YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 
From early, ancient times, It's seems to have been a vital part of 
its very cultural 


HERITAGE OF THE NATION 


Not that it was a such a bad thing, it seemed to be a proper 
methodology of survival and a reasonable solution for a people so 
often overwhelmed by being overrun by marauding armies dating 


back to before the Mongols showed up and tried to strip the locals 
of their title deed to the Steppes. 

In fact, Australia was founded by thousands of debtor prisoners. 
England had solved its poverty and crime problems in a brilliant 
immigration solution by putting all of their undesirables, their misfits 
and slugs on a one-way voyage off to the new lands of Australia 
and today, no one thinks bad of them Australians...do they? 
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“SO, YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 
Well some say that the natives might? 
At least, this is what | had been told by most of the people that 
| talked to before | actually got on the plane including a Australian 
or two and by following all of the news, in recent months, 


LEADING UP TO THIS TRIP 


Knowledge about the recent revolution and most of what | had 


learned from my research had made a convincing case for this 
deep association between gangsters, the Russian Mafia and how 
important they were in getting anything done in present day Kiev. 
For the most part, buried not too deeply...it dripped from almost 
every page, after reading all of these volumes of the most recent 
data available, it would be hard to assume otherwise and it might 
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“SO, YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 
led any honest soul to belief that Kiev was almost, totally, populated 
(in these later days since the revolution) by a whole new generation 
of gangsters and local, street thugs who much preferred the niceties 

of hiding their true associations behind fancy titles like local 
paramilitary commanders and some of the more numerous, lower 
Level, foot-soldiers fancied the title of local neighborhood warlords 
(too much Spiderman when they were young, | guess?). 


My view of all this was gauged by the realities of my earlier days 
back in South-East Chicago and then later, hanging about in the old 
neighborhoods of East St. Louis; these guys, regardless of the fancy 

titles, they were still a bunch of simple small-time, low rent, 
gangsters with the not so rare exception of an occasionally corrupt, 
former bureaucratic official seemingly left over of the decayed 
and defeated Soviet System that once was the foundation of the 
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“SO, YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 
true, Hardcore Mafia. | give these guys and an occasional gal 
(as Ukraine has a long tradition of strong women and 
in the average home they rule supreme) 

much credit for their street smarts by how very quick they were to 

sniff out, to quickly spot an opportunity to convert their assembled 
underworld might into much more profitable venue dealing with the 

new, revolutionary powers here in the capital and the venue of a 


CONTINUAL, PHONY WAR 


Hidden away from most proper society out on the far frontier. 
The waitress grew bored of my confused stare and turned away and 
headed for the next table as she saw me as an hopeless case except 
to target me to get rolled by her (Il am sure) waiting partner(s) when 

and if | was stupid enough to seek fresh air and left the bar for 
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“SO, YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 
a Stroll along the night-time boulevard. 

What she meant by her phrase is now lost to the fog of the night and 
the quality of the cheap vodka (but excellent) that | had spent so many 
hours indulging in and luckily, since the bar was in my hotel, | can only 

speculate as to what would have been waiting for me out there 


ON THE BOULEVARD 


| should say that these days, in full disclosure, Kiev is a much safer town 
than it was back in the days right after the revolution and in the time 
the new government was gearing up towards what they envisioned 
(at the time) to be the coming cage-match-to-the-death struggle with 


THE MIGHTY RUSSIAN BEAR 
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“SO, YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 
Those were scary times as anyone with a lick of sense knew (except USA 
Senators like John McCain) that if the Russians really wanted Ukraine, 
they could phone it in and like the old man use to Say... 

“There would be two hits...! hit you and you hit the floor!” 


AGAIN...WHY WAS MCCAIN THERE? 


| remember him addressing the massive crowds in the revolutionary 
squares, personally offering up modern military equipment and was 
often overheard to be promising anyone who would listen, that he 
was ready to serve up the cream of America’s brave military lads 
to fight in the sure to be coming fight to the death with the 


APPROACHING RUSSIAN HORDES 


Luckily for us all, the Ruskies proved McCain and all those other old war 
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“SO, YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 
dogs wrong and deprived them of their last chance for glory and to 
die in a fiery, lost fight for their legacy...a true hero’s death...much 
in the same way that, | believe, that the Abraham Lincoln Brigade 
must have thought back in the Spanish Civil War...although, it 
didn’t work out that way and by the 1950’s, they were hounded 
and driven out of society as commies in the Red Scare of 


SENATOR JOSEPH MCCARTHY 


Seems that the Russians were too smart to pull an Iraq, an Afghanistan 
or even to try a Panama and left the McCains of the world lost to 
die in their own beds of old age... 


A REAL SOLDIER’S WORSE NIGHTMARE 


“A coward’s death!” 
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“SO, YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 
Or at least that is what | have been told. 

They seem to have merely wanted access to their previous military 
bases on the shores of the Black Sea and retrieve the fashionable, 
vacation homes (dachas) that populated the beach fronts of the 
Black Sea that Czars and Commissars alike, that they had so enjoyed 
for hundreds of years of Russian ownership. 

Stalin had a summer home here. 


| GET IT...WHO WOULDN'T? 


To leave this treasured vacation land in the hands of Ukraine was like 
America not seizing the Rocky Point Beaches from Mexico... 
Same situation and the same ownership dilemmas, except the 
Russians had the nerve to take back their beach front properties, 
real estate investments and land deeds, where America was not... 


“SO, YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 
For that alone...| respect them! 

Not going to say that out loud or even write it in any telex that | send 

from here...as | do enjoy life and have no reason to want to spend any 

time with any of the others who disappeared...as my old friend from 


NEW ORLEANS MIGHT CAUTION... 


“No need to make yourself gator bait...!” 
Not for Ukraine, Russia or any other place for that matter either... 
| would rather move along than to fight and die... 
It is beyond me, the personal attachment that one can get for a certain 
piece of earth (and | do respect that) and why any piece of real estate 


WOULD BE WORTH DYING FOR 


Never have | felt that kind of attachment(s). 
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“SO, YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 
Maybe, it was that | grew up in a mobile, transient world were 


nothing lasted for more than a short time and nothing was retained. 
Never had the sense of belonging to anyone or any place. 


THEN AGAIN, | WAS TRULY RAISED BY WOLVES! 


Communicating here is complicated as these days, the locals all seem 
to be mixing-and-matching, freely using both Russian and Ukrainian, 
all in the same sentence. 


IT IS ALMOST A NEW LANGUAGE! 


The younger people although well-schooled in Russian refuse ‘to 
converse in anything but the mother tongue and such are the 
confused conversations that erupt all about me, causing me 
a headache and giving me yet, another reason to stay here and 
drink...since, it is not on my dime, as the hotel has a very liberal 


y et 


se = . re. ee -_ pee 2 pe - &RIT . Aas aE a sO i a 


| (Sine 


i a ne >: : : 
SS . 3 Sa ee - : ee f = BS aoe eee a 
SE ee pr aS re nt ee ce 
: = 


"(si ji i a 


Se oe as —— 
= — 


ae ss ee 


4 2 ae = 4 = é Sa ais 
= saree at : = See —, 2 
—- = ae. Stes eS = Se ; . nee SS a See 2 + & 
pe. att = San ee, ee ee ee ee 2 ee eS es. ES : | = a St == ae = 


iat Siem e Aae ie i 


=z 
= 
ie eee 
west ge 
:. 
oa 


nai a inn le iia 
Hy 


“ty 
Ly 


sargee 


AO aD, 
‘ ) 


SRR 


u 
fi 
Meese 


if eit 


i 


; Bye 


te 


S 


Pook baat 
peer ta 


en uy 
aad, 


We: 


Fok RAY hak 
onuRe i} 


Ee “J 
wa 


=) WON) 


8 


‘ali + 
ed aa! | ace 


— ' 
en deite,\/ 
ryentiay 


iva 


a 


Ws Yan 


‘> 


. 


i 


Sok eae 
ie 


Na 


bled 


eer 


ek 


Wi 


“SO, YOU WANT TO BE A GANGSTER, HUH?” 


tradition of charging any dining bill to my room if you order 
food with your beverage(s) 
— which WWWG is responsible for... 
“Please leave the bottle and can | have some fries (French) with 
that and please charge that to my room...” 
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THE COMFORT OF WARMTH 


“To truly feel the comfort of warmth one must freeze, and for 
one to find pleasurable comfort in the cold they must come 
from the sweltering heat.” 
Was the greeting that the old woman spoke as | sat down to share 
a park bench with her as | was bone tired and wasted from exploring 
the manifold juxtapositions of Kiev’s ideology of swinging between the 


extremes which is so baked into the psychology of Ukrainian People. 
There is a beauty and ugliness here but, the smiles are wide and which 
are many times thought to be real, honest to the fact that fate has sent 
you to this place, at this time to sit down on this park bench and to 
have an old, tired and battered woman with a face rigid, edged in 
marble as solid as the surrounding Soviet era architecture, frozen and 
locked into the implanted, glittering specs veined through the heart... 


THE COMFORT OF WARMTH 


WOW! 


LIKE UTTERLY TUBULAR! 


You must have assumed that | am, myself, battered and lost in my open 
channeling of Spice Girl Speak... | miss them! 


DO YOU REMEMBER? 


It was so long ago, they existed in a different time, a slice of time, it 
takes us back to a time when you could proudly confess to the truth 
that women were hot and the guys not were (with some exceptions 
here), back when you were not demented if you drank a lot while you 

opening dared to express that the service at the café is excellent or 
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terrible without recourse, back to when it was OK that you were 
just getting by and that the only post-apocalyptically fortune telling 
of the coming age of darkness (in the Age of Iron) was as distant of 
a concept and then, it was so open to, we were open to seeing so 
many various opinions much like we did with the weather. 
As she spoke, | felt stale, it was so clear that | am truly stuck in these 


mystic and long forgotten, adrift in the buckaroos ways of that age, 
somewhat and seemingly, overly touristy in its nature but, sitting 
here (now) in the park, and | am just an old man dying on the vine, 
emotionally unstable, broken and cursed by my self-imposed lot in 
life. All of those feelings of optimism, the kinetic energy granted to 
us and mostly squandered by each of us when we were unknowing 
youth, all that | jokingly, openingly delude myself into believing now 
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as truth, the fractionation(s) that | still hold so dear and sparingly 
share with only a select few; it is all stripped away at this moment 
in time and is scattered up upon the chill of an early autumn wind. 
| stare at the shabby, fractured alter of my sublet soul and as | focus 
closely to hear the cruelly mingled amongst the whispers, each 
taunting back to me., exposing me to be, that | am nothing but 


a phony, an outright fraud, a one-dimensional cartoon...a Willie 
Coyote strapped to a Acme Rocket already set to explode and yes... 
lam yet again doomed to never catch that evil, 


THE MOCKING ROADRUNNER! 


| took an instant dislike to this old woman and got up and shuffled my 
weary bones further down the boulevard but, the uneasiness, the 
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discomfort of the passing stares of the hurried, the late for work 
crowds troubles me and | understand... 


| TRULY DO... 


James (our former, great guru) use to plead with me on how | should 


just let it go and not overact to the attention as if they were really 


TRYING TO STEAL MY SOUL... 


“They would have ripped it away from me with a mocking glee...” 
Instead, he bemoaned in utter frustration by the thick blinders covering 
and blocking all of his vain attempted to reason with me, reasoning, 
what there was of that small, that little bit of what actually remains of 
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My destitute soul — lost and squandered with all of its many 
sub-sectioned, its celiac subdivisions...that all together, it 
surely wasn’t worth their 


TIME OR EFFORT TO TAKE 


The rational part of my mind understood this but, my ego’s self- 


absorbedness with myself overtook sense and | started to panic 

and | more than understood that panic would turn to anger and 

after that, | was about to descend deep down into the bowls of 

open, nasty confrontation...which usually results in a long night 
in the local’s drunk tank... 


OR WORSE... 
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Then, the traffic light changed, the arrow turned green and 
| moved on with the passing traffic. 


FOR SOME REASON 


Kiev is seemingly filled, populated by an uncountable number 


of pharmacies, yuppie coffee houses filled with the children 
of hipsters and posers alike and cute little, mom and pop cafes 
which surround, engulf the concrete, the ragged tombstones left 
from the Soviet Era, these ancient monolithic pieces of 1950’s 
constructions have just barely outlived their Soviet Masters and 
which now set in a near state of crumbling, rendered to near 
abandonment of a lost age of confirmative group think and had 
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been left near abandoned by the State to motley await a smart, 
some sharp real estate developer to arrive (are ya listening Donny?) 
and use his will power to overturn the city’s skyline into a brave, 
modern mode, to lift it up into a new age of modern, high rise towers, 
each hungrily replacing all of these scuttled, ancient tombstones 
of Communist Socialism (democratic socialism?) 


SORRY! 


That was a long way to go to get a dig in about the craziness that has 
overwhelmed the political fortunes of my long departed homeland. 
Someone (my lone, truthful reader and faithful book buyer from 
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THE ORIGINAL IRON MAIDEN... 


England’s improved and updated, gender equalized version of 


AMERICA’S RONNIE REAGAN... 


Always liked her and still have a deeply felt sense of anger that | still 
carry after all these years over the way she was openingly betrayed 
by the long knives of the other Conservative Party Ministers...those 
who betrayed her in a desperate, in her political time of need and 
to all of those vote greedy, Labor Party Members who were 
so eager to dismantle her legacy only due to their wanton need 
to pander to the urban, greedy voters, those who wanted others to 
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pay their bills while they lay about a collect state benefits... 
“I'll take another plastic nose job...please... 
Why, yes! | do have my National Health Card...” 


ANYWAY... 


He send me a kind reminder of her most outstanding and excellent 
quote that she used to explain socialism... 
“Socialism works well until you run out of other people’s 
money to pay for it...” 
Kiev reminds us, it very much does just that and so clearly illustrates the 
promises that socialism has broken, the city is a constant reminder of 
how the winds of time have flown over and buried the youthful dreams 
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of the original Communist dreamers in a sea of generations of abusive, 

autocratic, oligarchic bureaucrats that seized control early on and then, 

gutted every last strand, every last vestige of utopian ideology that had 
once filled the streets and the soul of Kiev with the sweet, 


LOST DREAM(S) OF FREEDOM 


As with the changing skyline, it must be noted that the city’s younger 
generations have abandon much of the old guard mentalities and are 
in the process of raising up to change the future and are very actively, 
they are imposing their will upon molding a new start, by the sheer 
weight of their ever increasing numbers, forcing generational change 
upon this ancient citadel by their embracement of the American House, 
world community...they want to be a player...a shaker... 
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“Changing times and ways are part of our DNA!” 
Sadly, to everyone’s dismay, the old guard are not so willing 
to fade into the night and youth dreams of freedom are buried 
as collateral damage, the not so ambiguous drowning of a pathway 
to the future, swamped and stuck inside the criminal abuse of 
power generated by 


THE FOG OF THIS CURRENT WAR 


It is troubling to look out, here in Ukraine, as there are a swiftly growing 
rabble minority amongst the children of the old guard, that have 
been convinced, they have been brainwashed to truly believe that 
the future of their homeland lies buried in the unmarked graves of 
its past, to all of those who are seduced, they have gotten lost in the 
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old folk tales of the Great War’s freedom fighters - who were 
so wrongly played and then so badly abused by the Nazis, 
the Neo-Nazis and a few other, home grown groups that even 
the Nazis thought were too radical wicked for their tastes. 
The folk tales and legends of these long beleaguered souls are 
being cleverly repackaged, brilliantly marketed and sold to 
a growing segment of the youth of Ukraine as the solution 
and the protectorate of their 


HOMELAND’S FREEDOM 


Hidden behind the flowered tales of national pride and personal 
courage, there is a vital realty that they promoters are purposely 
overlooking, avoiding or that they are out right dismissing as an evil 
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Communist Conspiracy Story... 
What the promoters of the revival of the old Nationalist Unions fail 
to tell their youthful audiences, they fail to tell the is Paul Harvey’s 


“THE REST OF THE STORY” 


and they fail to make clear, that the true, historic stories are more 
complicated, that each bites and leaves even a casual reader with 
the bitter taste of total defeat, the betrayal of both the nation 
and to its people. 
Granted the Nazis were slick and their propaganda machine was the 
finest of its age and Ukrainian were so desperate to welcome any white 
knight that rode to their recued them from the clutches of the famine, 
the massive murders in the civil war, the equally murderous nature 
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forced, collective labor of their Communist Masters... 
When the German tanks rolled into Kiev, they gladly overlooked 
all of the early warning signs, disregarded the spider sense of 
danger and would not believe those who claimed that their liberators 
would, over a period of time, they would become far worse than 
their previous masters would have ever dreamed of being. 


The tragedy was that the Nazi Occupation was administered in 
large part by an army of more than willing Ukrainian participants 
(freedom fighters and people who were tricking into thinking that 
they could use the Nazis to further their own dream for an 
independent Ukraine) 
all local people who willing to impose crudities, worse than the 
Communists had, upon their own people as part of their plan to play 
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the Nazis and ultimately win freedom for their homeland. 

In the end, it was a bad, cruel disaster of a joke and by the time 
they saw the writing upon the wall, it was far too late... 
When they discovered that it was them that was being played 
by the Nazis (and to their credit), they turned on and fought both 
the Nazi and Communist invaders but, in the end, out gunned 


and numbered, it would cost Ukraine so dearly in the outright 
butchery of its people, in all of the little (if any) of the remaining 
treasury the Nazis left behind and in the coming punishment of 
the entire nation as the evil traitors of the Soviet State (as they were) 
in those early post-war years and lasting in an Occupation 
of Reconstruction up into the late 1970-80’s. 
Watching a series of rallies, listening to the hypnic, rhythms of beating 
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battle drums, viewing the winds pushing the blood oath banners of the 
Fascist Past against the gray, clouded sky and trying not block the cries 
that | remember all too well from the bear halls in pre-war Germany... 
They resonate, they have a sense of not love for country or its people 
but of the wild screams, the bitter anger to tear down, to lust for the 
destruction of all humane society in order to build their new order... 


A NEW WORLD ORDER... 


Where they will be ALONE...they will be our new masters. 
After a few fleeting moments that flushed me all the way back to old 
Munich in a Maelstrom, a time warp back to the eerily familiar shouts, 
that of the amassed street thugs, the old school bullies that made up 
much of the SA Faithful; | am just as swiftly snapped back into the 
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NEW GENERATION OF THE FAITHFUL 


were not of a mind to listen to anything 
or anyone unless they were willing to swear a new allegiance 
to their view of the world and the coming new order. 
Each cadre member expressed that they ready to march 
and die for the absurd and abstract ideas of 


“FASCISM” (CORPORATE SOCIALISM) 


disquieted disguised as patriotism and love of their homeland... 
(Mussolini way back in the 1920’s was asked by a newspaper reporter 
to explain about this new political idea of Fascism, Mussolini 
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paused for several, fleeting moments to think about a proper answer 
and then smiled as he explained that Fascism would be better 
understand if you thought of it as Corporate Socialism... 
and that is so true)... 


THINK ABOUT IT 


for more than just a random moment, think about the utter and sheer 
madness that these youngsters were so willing to serve up their very 
lives to a system that was solely designed to serve a political system 

that was meant for, produced by and was meant for the sole protection 
of the nation’s Multi-National Corporations, big businesses, elite, rich 
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families and all of their willing minions of bureaucratic, elitists 
whom they have bought and paid so well to do their every bidding. 
It was a short walk up to Kreshatnik Street which is 
one of the most famous and 


MOST EXPENSIVE STREET IN KIEV 


It is populated with many touristy shops, a wide range of restaurants, 
a metro station, even a small shopping center, a wide range of night 
clubs, and an open sea of kiosks selling all kinds of stuff, from coffee 


TO ICE CREAM TO FOOD TO SOUVENIRS 


“Very loud, very crowded, very pathetic, very expensive.” 
The expensive part just wipes me out and sours my lifted mood 
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for further adventure, this due in large part to the fact that 
my entire life savings, | carry in the front pockets of my ragged 
jeans (real Wrangler Jeans knock-offs) and even worse, it was 
all change that jingles as 


| WALK DOWN KRESHATNIK STREET 


The streets are busy, littered with a wide assortment of tourists from 
all across the world flaunting their semi-richness and | feel 
exposed for the poor, old man that | am. 


“| AM BUT A STRANGER IN A STRANGE LAND...” 


as Moses was famously recorded as saying in an off moment. 
It is rather troubling and bothersome as there are too many street 
performers and merchants, each with the sole collective purpose of 
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A couple of guys approach with doves (I believe they were really 
underfed pigeons) and the doves flew free and purposely landed 


UPON EACH OF MY SHOULDERS 


(seems that they had been trained to do so) 


which seemed rather friendly until one of the doves took a rather 
large dump on my new Safari jacket. 
Upon this, these seemingly nice guys came rushing up towards me 
and started yelling, in rather poor English, something about how 
| am trying to steal 


THEIR RARE PERSIAN DOVES 
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THE COMFORT OF WARMTH 
(in fact, according to “Yahoo” there are no doves in Iran... 
| later checked) and then, one said to the other that he should 


GO FETCH A POLICEMAN 


This was an old time, an ancient variation of a shakedown, 
a well-played street hustle that | had not seen since | was a little 
kid out on the mean streets of Chicago. 
The mere fact, that this was such a golden oldie scam 
(had they not been so unskilled, unpleasant and rude by going too 
gangster too quickly) 


| MIGHT HAVE TRIED TO TIP THEM 


just for the memory as | would have any good, street performer... 
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| know what you are saying! 


TIP THEM...? 


Like, YA...but, in what world would | be that stupid, Bubba? 
| might have given them a couple of the miniature bottles of spirits 
that | liberated from my room’s mini-bar 
(hey...it is on WWWG’s dime not mine...thank you very much...) 
However, | decided to teach them a valuable lesion by beginning 
to walk on down the street while holding the bigger one of their 
pigeons by his feet as | walked away. 
You could sense their confusion, | had interrupted their con before 
they could properly launch it by grabbing the pigeon 
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walking off, down the street. 
Before they could ask me for money, before | would have refused and 
they would have escalated the situation by getting extremely loud, rude 
and then, they would surly end up chasing me down the street until | 


WILLINGLY GAVE THEM SOMETHING... 


Before all this, | actually ran off with their bird... 
“Damn him...he is really stealing our bird!@#@” 
| heard the closer one shout to the one that was 


PRETENDING TO LOOK FOR A POLICEMAN 


After about 20 feet of sprinting down the crowded sidewalk...| took the 
bird and presented it to a passing local shopper while explaining that he 
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was a very rare Persian Dove, how | could not take him back with 
me to America and before the local could complain or protest, 
| trust it into their arms and continued running down the sidewalk 
to the next corner and then, turned to watch the battle between the 
local and the two con men... 
| decide to leave as a real policeman came running to the scene of 


trouble. | turned the corner and quickly boarded the waiting bus 


FOR A SEMI-PLEASANT RIDE BACK TO MY HOTEL. 
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ARE YOU OUT THERE? COME TOGETHER! 


Way back before we were 
shanghaied into the senseless 
conflict(s) of what some English 
Politician declared to be the 
“Great War” as a means to get 
him and his party re-elected 
and to deflect the growing 
concerns over the growing 
numbers of causalities that 
were starting to effect every 


STREET AND HALLOW 


We were ruthlessly shanghaied 
over a bar debt in London in 
1915...true story...it is all there 
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in the other book... 
PICK UP A COPY, TODAY! 
Sorry Campers! 
Seine forces me to do these 


SHAMELESS PLUGS! 


Please write your complaints 
to him and Master Chucky 


(strangely his term not mine) 
the slimiest of the clan of foul, 
crooked accountants that Seine 

has surrounded himself 
with at WWWG. 


ANYWAY... 


ARE YOU OUT THERE? COME TOGETHER! 


Before | so rudely interrupted 
my story, | was telling you that 
before this event | had started 
to explore a growing 
interest in the arts... 
| had the look with my black 
clothes, a stylish neck scarf 
(NO! it wasn’t gay! That is how 
the hip artists of that age 
actually dressed...and it was 
rather manly, if | dare say so!) 
and a true French Beret... 
| started to have an interest in 
the modernism paintings of this 
dude, Braque and | was 
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intrigued by how it was said 
that his new style in cooperated 
the ancient secrets of the 
EGYPTIAN MYSTERY SCHOOLS 
and the universal code of 


“SECRET GEOMETRY.” 


| was very familiar with these 


ancient schools of magic as 
| had studied it to a rather large 
extent after | answered an 
advert in the back of 
POPULAR SCIENCE MAGAZINE 
They advertised that they 
offered to most extensive and 


ki 13g Ne a Ne a ae etebaiea at ae a tom K 103 Nes (RTF ic a ee SUN a a NN Gees 
‘cease BA RARBG CH RHO sere 


ARE YOU OUT THERE? COME TOGETHER! 
complete, home study course 
of the ancient mysteries that 

had never been see outside 
the locked, study hall doors of 


THE MOSAIC HALL 


for $1.95 per month, | received 
the inner secrets that were 


normally only available to 
Masons of the highest order. 


TO BE TRUTHFUL 


| still don’t really understand 
much of the information in the 
course as | never went very far 
in my math studies other than 
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to make change and what they 
referred to in those days as 


“SURVIVAL MATH” 


Of course, Seine already noted 
that and he and the other elitist 
bozos at WWWG never let me 
forget that | am not a product 
of a classical education 
but, rather the end result of 
PUBLIC SCHOOL EDUCATION 
So | never studied Geometry 
little alone Secret Geometry 
and that has been a high wall 
that conspires to prevent me 
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from getting it and by extension 
of replicating it in my multi- 

generational attempts to be the 

New Age Braque- but, at least, 


| HAD THE LOOK 


as the old cowboy told me 
when | asked how could 


| become a cowboy too? 
“Son, all ya got to do is get 
yourself a cowboy outfit and 
[7 


you can be a cowboy too: 
Then he told me that the Sears 


Mail Order Catalog had a great 
deal on cowboy outfits — that 
was where he got his... 


ARE YOU OUT THERE? COME TOGETHER! 


Regardless of Seine’s suggestion 
and his insights into expanding 
the marketability(s) of my 
publications (in which he is so 
heavily invested), | shall not 
turn this into yet another 
Art History book or dive deep 
into the finer meanings and 


interpretations of 


MY INNER ARTIST 


Campers! 
Please allow me to explain... 
Andy Warhol once wisely 
answered an art critic’s 


ARE YOU OUT THERE? COME TOGETHER! 


comments that his creations 
were not traditional art 
(real art) by saying... 
“WHAT IS TRADITIONAL ART?” 
Art, you see, like brother Andy 
so rightfully explained truly 
means that | have found ten 
or more people that agree 
with me and then, my friend, 


THAT IS TRUE ART 


Next question, please? 
I’m on board with Andy and will 
not get drawn into a running 
twitter battle with some 


ARE YOU OUT THERE? COME TOGETHER! 


Ukrainian DNC Telemarketing 
troll who is still living in his 
mom’s basement when not 

working at the DNC Call Center 
just right outside Greater 


DOWNTOWN KIEV? 


Ya! You know specifically 
to whom | am referring 


DON’T YA, BUBBA? 


You are the one who fancies 
himself a “Woke” Age Artist 
but, who flunked out of Art 

History 101 at the Community 
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College (didn’t ya?). 
NOT GONNA HAPPEN! 


Sorry friends and fellow 
campers but this needed 


TO BE SAID 


The problems of this new 
“Woke” Age tire my brain 
and | do miss those bygone 
ages when, | could be like 
good old Pappy Biden and his 
boy, DeHunter and just come 
up from across the room and 
lay you out if | disagreed 
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without any need to solicit your 
opinions or comments...no need 
for a focus group here! 

But then again... am not of the 
protected class and if you work 
for the DNC Call Center the 
NEW DOJ would declare it a 
“Hate Crime” and lock me away 


for life plus five...OH MY! 
Those (you little Woke Twitter 
Trolls) were the days when it 
was worth living and you stood 
tall by what you said. 
IT iS DEEDS NOT WORDS 


ARE YOU OUT THERE? COME TOGETHER! 


that will change the world and 
“I don’t need 256 characters 
to prove that!” 
Nice thought but, | couldn’t get 
it to fit on a bumper sticker and 
o...It has been cast down into 
the great universal dustbin of 
“Hey! That’s a NEAT idea!” 
Seems that | am NOT Forest 
Gump after all... Maybe, as more 
than a few have suggested; 
| might rate as Forest’s dumber 
cousin...Whatever! 
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EMIL WEST 


+ Follow 


Follow to get new release updates 


ang improved recommendations 


About EMIL WEST 


The new founder of The 
Revolutionary Cadre for Artistic 
Freedom. You too can a become a 
part of the Revolutionary Cadre for 
Artistic Freedom to be able to 
afford a decent meal or pay the 
overdue water bill by buying my 
books...Indeed, you can Comrade 
Book Buyer! 


v Read more 


Are you an author? Titles By EMIL WEST 


https://www.amazon.com/s?i=digital- 
text&rh=p_27%3AEmil+West&s=relevancerank&text=Emil+West&ref=dp_byline_sr_ebooks 1 
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“Moan, this world really 
suckz de big one, Boss!” 
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JT EDITIONS 


Unhinged from Time 8: Just Passing Through 


Unhinged by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com ServicesLLC | Jul 24, 2021 
from Time 8 Kindle Edition 
é $Qo0o0 unlimited 
Just & Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Join Now 


Through.” 
Or $2.99 to buy 
Emil 


one Ltd. Seng maere - All Rights Rrverned 2021 


Unhinged from Time 7 
Unhinged by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com ServicesLLC | Jul 22, 2021 


from Time Kindle Edition 


en Fo $Q00 unlimited 
“Man, this world really Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Join Now 
suckz de big one, Boss!” 
Or $2.99 to buy 


y Unhinged from Time 6: Volume SIX No One Gets Out alive 2020 
| by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com ServicesLLC | Jul 21, 2021 
Unhinged 


Kindle Edition 


from Time } $Qo0 unlimited 


Volurne SOC: No One Gets Out alive 2027 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Join Now 


Emi | Or $2.99 to buy 


https://www.amazon.com/s?i=digital- 
text&rh=p_27%3AEmil+West&s=relevancerank&text=Emil+West&ref=dp_byline_sr_ebooks_ 1 


Unhinged from Time 5: Volume FIVE In the Long hours Before the Dawn 2021 
by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Jul 20, 2021 
Unhinged | 


Kindle Edition 
from ee $900 unlimited 


Onn FE be te Lang Manas Rectone he Canam Je 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Join Now 


Or $2.99 to buy 


KOREA: WATER COLOR REFLECTIONS OF LOVE 

by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Jul 19, 2021 
Kindle Edition 

$Qo0 unlimited 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Join Now 


Saf, {os EA Or $2.99 to buy 


Unhinged from Time 4: Volume Four On a Blue Monday 2020 
Unhinged by Emil West and Seine Lagone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Jul 15, 2021 


from Time. Kindle Edition 


$Qo0 unlimited 
Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Join Now 


Or $2.99 to buy 


https://www.amazon.com/s?i=digital- 
text&rh=p_27%3AEmil+West&s=relevancerank&text=Emil+West&ref=dp_byline_sr_ebooks 1 


Unhinged from Time 3: Volume THREE Last Boat Out From The Harbor 2020 
Emits Unhinged by Emil West, Emil West, et al. | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Jul 14, 2021 
x froma Time Kindle Edition 


$Q00 unlimited 
Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Join Now 


Or $2.99 to buy 


Unhinged from Time 2: Volume TWO Am | that easy to forget 2021 
"@: Unhinged by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Jul 13, 2021 


from Time Kindle Edition 


$900 unlimited 
Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Join Now 


a ade 


Unhinged from Time: Volume ONE Pretending Like We Never Met 2021 


Unhinged by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Jul 9, 2021 
from Time Kindle Edition 
(eane OnE Pre sen 0 $Q00 unlimited 

Free with Kindle Untimited membership Join Now 


Or $2.99 to buy 


77 TT 


https://www.amazon.com/s?i=digital- 
text&rh=p_27%3AEmil+West&s=relevancerank&text=Emil+West&ref=dp_byline_sr_ebooks 1 


Banishment: A Jesuit of Truth 

by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Jun 9, 2021 
Kindle Edition 

$Q00 kindleunlimited 

Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Join Now 

Or $2.99 to buy 


Changing Channels 
by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Jun 2, 2021 


Kindle Edition 
$900 kincleunlimited 
Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Join Now 


Or $2.99 to buy 


A Time of Freedom: BANGKOK 2008 

by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | May 28, 2021 
Kindle Edition 

$Qoo kindleunlimited 

Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Join Now 

Or $2.99 to buy 


Emil West 


I'm just the corporate sharecropper, the poor artist at the wrong end of the money stick! 
Edit 


Dee a ee oe ee 


“ 


https://www.facebook.com/emil.west.5249/ 
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https://www.facebook.com/Artist.Emil.Penang 


